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PROLOGUE 
Spoke by Me. BAR RV. 


een honour of the Britiſh Page 

And ſwell the glories of ELIZA's age, 
Great SHAKESPEAR came, indi'd with ew y art 
To fire with rage, with pity melt the heart + 
An early contract nature with him ſeal d, 
And, to her fav'rite, all ben charms reveal d: 
Alike his feill, to paint the hero's vob, 
Or bid the wvitgin's ſafter ſorrows flow... 
To draw young Harv in the fields of Francs + 
Or Shepherds gambois in the rural dance. 


The clown's coarſe jeſts, the fortunes of a naid, 
Whom nature's fimple elegance array ;. 
Princeſs, and milkmaid, and a prince's bride, 
A ſubjed for his WixTER's TALE ſapplyd; 
In aubich, the maſter- poet has inwove | 


The virgin innocence of paſt ral love. 


At ew ry feaſt, to crown the rich repaſt, 
The choiceſt fruits art always ſera d the laßt: 
Stage cooks, indeed, reverſe the bill of fare, 

Ard ribaldry and farce bring up the rear.. 


But for fuch gueſts as you, in whom we find 
Judgment ſo clear, and taſte ſo well refin'd,. 
A treat more delicate we wiſh to lay; 

Aud SHAKESPEAR'S. wit /ball ſend you pleas d away. 
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Dramatis Perſonez. - 
M.E N. 
POLLIXENES, King of Bithynia,. _ | EY 4 
FLORIZ BL, the Prince, his Son. 
CaniiLo, a Sicilian Lord, in 8 
AnTiconus, a Sicilian Lord, difguiſed as an- o 
e under the Name of ALcox. N 
Auro eus, an n arch Pedlar. 
Clown... 
Pan 4 
Pricft. 
WOM E N. 
E PerDETa, ſuppoſed Daughter to Al cox. 
| | | \ 
Dorcas. > 
Morsa. | | „„ 8 : 
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Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, Singers, and Dancers . 
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The King. and CamiLLo- 


ON 


CaMILLO. 


I'S nov full ſixteen years, that T have been 
An outcaſt, baniſh'd man; and though 
Pve found, | 
Thro'-your good grace, a home more hoſ- 
„„ itable 
Here in Bithynia, ſtill I'd wiſh to lay 
My wearied bones within the boſom of 
My mother-earth, Sicilia. | 
King. 1 prithee, good Camillo, don't requeſt it; 
You ſtill ſhall tarry here to ſhare. our love. 
Cam. Ah! my good lord, Leontes: 
Hath long repented of his tyrant deeds, | 
Which, thro ill e jealouſy, defamd 
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His virtuous queen, and gave his little babe 
( Moſt truly his) a prey to rav'ning wolves. 

King. Unhappy man! 

Cam. But ſee the vengeance of the gods ! Antigonur, 
Who undertook t'expoſe the harmleſs infant, | 
Moſt juſtly periſh'd with it.—Now the king, 

Too late convinc'd, and childleſs in his age, 
Retires, in cloiſter' q ſolitude to waſte 

The weary remnant of his life in tears; 
And wills me come to ſhare the toils of ſlate, 
For him too much already ſunk with woe. 

King. But, as thou lov'ſt me, do not leave me now, 
When moſt we need thy friendſhip ; for thou know'ſt 
How much prince Florizel, my ſon, afflits me 
With the ſtrange courſes he of late hath follow d. 

We oft have wonder'd whence aroſe the. change 

So viſible in thoughts, words, looks, and actions; 
Whence blew the ſighs, like mildew blaſts, to fade. 
The roſes Hebe ſhed upon his cheek 3, 

Whence came that irkſomenek of ev'ry joy 

Our court affords, and ev'ry beauty there ; 
Whence, for whole weeks, wou'd he withdraw himſelf; 
Sequeſter d, unattended, from the ken 

Of ey Ty curious eye; whence that he ſhut 

Out ev'ry friend, that once lodg'd in his heart, 

Leſt he ſhould know the ſecret brooding there. 

Cam. I oft have thought it ſtrange. 

King. But little thinks he 
That kings have eyes, piercing as thoſe of Lynceus, 
Whoſe ray can penetrate the very center. 

His ways are now no longer ſecret to me ; 
I've haunted him through all his darkeft haunts,. 
Till, in his kennel, I have earth'd the cub. 
Degen'rate boy f to mingle with. the mud. 

Cam. What means my lord? 

King. My good Camilio, truſt me, - 

T've had intelligence, the Time he ſteals | 

From us, from ſtudy, and from manly feats, 

And exerciſe of arms, is buried all 

Beneath an aged ſhepherd's ſordid roof, 

Whoſe bleating 8 ſpread Oer that beauteous 2 
at 
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FloRIZZ EL and PERDITA. + 

That winds along the river ſide. A ſtranger, | 
Here ſettled in Bithynia ſome few years, 
Who yet, beyond th' imagination roſe 
Of all his neighbours, yea from very nothing, 
To large poſſeſſions, and unnumber'd flocks. 

Cam. Vve heard of ſuch-a man, who hath a daughter 
Of note moſt rare, beyond her low eſtate. 

King. Ay, that's the angle plucks him to his ruin. 
Fool ! to be caught with ſuch a paltry bait ! \ 
A woman's bait I could have patience with him, 


Meant he to ſport it with the am'rous wench, 


And had he-thriv'd, and, from, the wholeſome: theft, 
Had bred a mungril hardy as its dam, 

I. cou'd have kiſs'd the ſturd y baſtard, I, 

As he trudg' d barefoot o'er the mountain's brow ; 

Or ſmil'd to ſee his princely fire break forth, 

In lording it above the village brats ;: 

But, O Camillo] where ſhall | find patience ? — 
Thou'lt not believe me ſhould I ſwear it true 


My ſon, prince Florizel, Bithyma's hopes, 


My kingdom's hei-, this very day intends . 
To wed the daughter of that baſe born clown. 


Cam. It can't be true Alt is impoſſible. 
A prinee to wed a peaſant ! 
King. Tis moſt certain. 
But to confound him paſt all contractions 
We mean, at once, to prove and to prevent it. 
To-day old Alcon (that's her father's name) 
Holds an accuſtom'd: rite, ſacred to. Pan, 
The god of flocks; it is their ſhearer's feaſt, 
At which he means to ſolemnize the nuptials 
With rural pomp, and paſtoral feſtivity. 
But I ſhall diſconcert them. I'll thither, 
And thou Camillo, ſhall attend: me too, 
Diſguis d like ſtrangers chance had ſummon ' d there. 
Cam. Vou may diſpoſe me as your grace ſhall liſt. 
Yet till, I think, the prince, in your report, 
Is much abus'd I can not think it true. 
King. 1] think. as thou, till l have proy'd the. fact. 
[Exeunt: 
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And love ſhall lend the down of his ſoft wings, 
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SCENE, A rural proſped near Al cox's houſe, 
FLORIZEL and PERDIT a. fitting under a ſhady tree. 


Fior. Theſe your unuſual weeds, to each part of you: 
Do give a life; no theperdeſs, but Flora | 
Peering in April's front. This, your ſheep-ſhearing, 

Is as meeting of the petty. gods, | 
And you. the queen of it. 

Pera. My gracious lord, to chide at your extremes, 
It not becomes me: O] pardon, that I name them !: 
Your high-ſelf, the kingdom's riſing hope, 


You have obſcur'd with a ſwain's wearing ; 


And me poor humble maid, molt goddeſs-like 
Prank'd up. ns 

Flor. I bleſs the time, when my good falcon: 
Took her flight acroſs thy father's grounds; 


Celeſtial guide, to where my treaſure lay. 


Perd. Now Joe afford you cauſe! To me, the dif- 
ference. | 


Forges dread ; your greatneſs hath not been sd 


To fear; ev'n now I tremble to think your 
Father, by ſome accident, ſhould paſs this way, . 
As you did: O! the fates! how. would he look 


To ſee his work, ſo noble, vilely bound up: 


What wou'd he ſay? or how ſhould I, in theſe. 
My borrow'd flaunts, behold the ſternneſs of his preſence? 
Flor. Apprehend nothing but jollity. The gods 


| Themſelves, humbling their deities to love, 


Have taken the ſhapes of beaſts upon them. 

Jupiter became a bull, and bellowed: 

The green Neptune a ram, and bleated: And 

The fire rob'd god, golden Apollo, 

A poor humble ſwain, as I ſeem now. Their: 
Transformations were never for a piece- 

Of beauty rarer, nor in a way ſo chaſte ; 

Since my wiſhes run not before my honour, 

Nor my deſires burn hotter than my faith. 

Tis our bridal day! Th' aſſembled gods, | 
This day, ſhow'r roſes down, to deck thy virgin couek . 


To 
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To ſmooth thy pillow with eternal joys ! 


Speak to me, love, and charn me with thy voice. 


Perd. No, let me only anſwer you with bluſhes : 
If I ſhould ſpeak, you'd think I were too fond y 


My tongue's aſham'd t'interpret for my heart. 


Flor. Hence with reſerve; it is a foe td love — 
What you tell me is whiſper'd to yourſelf. 
Virtue and love may harmleſs ſport together, 
Like little lambs that wanton on the plain ; 
While, like a faithful paſtor by their ſide, 
Honour keeps off each ravenous deſite. 

Perd. I think you love me, and I think there is 
Such virtue ſhines about you, that I dare "7 
Intruſt mine honour to your faithful love. 


Oft, oft, I wiſh thou wert ſome peaſant ſwain, 


Born lowly as myſelf ; then ſhould we live 

Unknown, unenvied is our humble ſtate, 

Content with love beneath the cottage ſtraw. 
Flor. By heav'n! there's ſuch a charm in all thy words, 

1 wiſh I were juſt what you'd have me be, 

Diſtinguiſh'd only from the reſt by love. e 

But, deareſt Perditta, with theſe forc'd thoughts 

I pray thee darken not this day of mirth ; 

For, truſt me, love, I'll be for ever thine ; 

For I cannot be 

Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 

be not thine : To this 1 am moſt conſtant, 

Though deſtiny ſay no.—Be merry, gentle, 

The gueſts are come; let's in and entertain 


"Them chearily, nor thiok of aught but jollity and love. 


_ [Exeunt. | 
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SCENE, The Country. | 
Enter the KinG and CamMiLLo habited like old been 


King. I am certain it cannot be far off, though we | 
have loſt our way, Who'have we here ? We'll atk this 
merry fellow. 


Euer Avrour cus finging. 


Aut. When daffodils begin to peere, 
With hey: the doxy over the dale, 
72 hy then comes in the ſaweet o 1 near ; 
For the red blood reigns o'er the avinter's pale. 
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King. What! hollo! maſter ſon ſter l | 
Aut. Want you me, my maſters Te got the rareſt 1 
ballads—— BY is - 1 
King. Which is the ſhorteſt way 
Aut. The ſhorteſt way is to hear it out, and then 

| * for yourſelves. 2 | | 
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Sings. 10 
The lark that tirra lyra chaunts, | 

I With bey, with bey, the thruſb and the jays 
* Are ſummer ſongs for me and my aunts,. iy 
4 At due lie tumbling in the hay. kg: 4 


F King. Why, follow 1>—, 

. Aut. Fellow! fellow quoth-a l who made you cn E 

IF | fellows? Do you know who you ſpeak to, fir? 1 

1 | King. No, truty. =_ 
5 Aut. I thought ſo by your manners. I'd have you to | 
know, fir, I have been at court, fir ; and have ſeen the: 
king, fir 

Kling. I ery you mercy. I did not know you had 
been ſo great a man. And pray how do you like him ? 

Aut. Why, hum! but ſo, ſo; ſo, ſo: And yet he's 

well enough too; but that he wants it here a little. He's: 
not the <wiſef man in the world; but a damn'd merry 
fellow for all that, and an excellent companion. 
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King. Then you and he have been acquainted. 
Aut. As great as cup and can, fir. Lord, lord, I ſhall 


never forget the day that I and he—ha ha ha! *'Twou'd 


make you die with laughing to ſee the old woman ſouſe 


the king with a. pail of ſuds—ha ha ha! I never ſpent 


ſuch a day—Bur I'll ſing you a ſong the king made up- 
on that very occaſion. 


The white ſheet bleaching ver the hedge, 
With hey the faveet birds ! ob] how tbey fing ! 
Dath jee my progging toath an edge; 
For @ pot of ale is a diſh for @ king. 


King. Did the king make this? 
Aut. I help'd him a little; for, as I ſaid, he is ſome- 


what dull. He finiſh'd the three firit lines, and was 
damnably ſet for a rhime for ſing; when I takes up the 


pot, and, ſlapping him on the back, hit off at once, 
For a fot alès a diſb for a king. 


But to ſee how he look'd when he found I had drank it all | 


off, ha ha ha! I fhall never forget it, were I to live a 
thouſand years: But we had t'other pot, and then com- 
poſed t'other ſong upon this ſame waſh-woman's fair 
daughter: You ſhall hear that too, hem, hem! 


Sings. 


The linen, by her fingers preſs, 
Coney d lowe's poiſon to my breaſt ; 
My heart greaw. hot, 1 felt the hurt, 
1 die, like Herc'les, by a. Hirt; 
Cupid, ta wound, tool neither box nor dart; 
But with. her ſmoothing-iron fir d my heart. 


Ok! the king's a rare poet with a little of my help 
The king and I had a hot diſpute about the fourth line: 


die, like Herc'les, by a ſbirt. 


He ſaid it was a good comparizement for a king; but 
would not do for a pedlar: Whereof I look d ſour, Fry : 
| alk d, 
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12 The SHEEP-SHEARING : or, 
alk'd, why ſo pray? Becauſe, faid he, few pedlars die 
worth a ſhirt. * There he had me on the hip, and we 
both laugh'd ſo heartily, that I was obliged to drink off 
the reſt of the beer, or I ſhould have burſt. In troth, 
he's a good-humour'd man, and a pretty poet to my 
thinking. Come, you muſt buy it. 

King. Nay, ſince tis the kings poetry, tis fit all his 


good ſubjects ſhou'd buy it: And if thoul't ſet us on 


our way, there's money for thee. 

Aut. I have no change, maſter. 
King. J want none, thou may'ſt keep it all. And 

now, I pray thee, without further words, which is the 

nearelt way to the houſe of one Alcon, an aged yeoman 

of good repute, 'that lives ſomewhere hereabouts ? 
Aut. Are you going to maſter Alcon's ? I'm heartily glad 


of it ; for I ſhall meet you there by and by. There's 


to be high doings ; both a ſheep-ſhearing and a wedding : 


And, if that will not make ſport enough for one day, I 


wonder at it. We ſhall not lack for good chear, I war- 
rant you. And I hope to ſell a parcel of my wares. 
King. Doſt thou believe it now, Camillo? 
WY [ Apart t Camillo. 
Cam. But pray who is to be married there? 
Aut. Why young Mrs. Peraita, his daughter; the 


prettieſt laſs, maſter - Ods life ! ſhe'll make thy old 
gums water when thou ſee'ſt her. When you go there, 


put it about that we may all kiſs the bride ; [long dearly 
to have one {mack at her. 3 | 
Cam. And what is he that is deſign'd her huſband ? 
Aut. Why ſome give out he is a gentleman ; but this 
world is ſo ſtrangely given to lying, that | ſcarce believe a 
word in ten Thear to any body's advantage; but if he were, 
I am ſure he's nothing the better for that; for I never was 
acquainted with a gentleman, that is to fay, to drink 
with him or ſo, that was not the ſaddeſt dog in nature: 
Your gentlemen are fad dogs, ſad dogs, indeed ! But this 
young man has too good a character for a gentleman : 
Alas! they ſay he has honour and honeſty, and love and 


virtue, and all that trumpery ſtuff that you never meet 


with—in gentlemen now-a-days: But it's no matter; 


Alcon hath enough for her and him too, though he 
| ig | % were 
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were as poor, and as extravagant, as any gentleman of 
them all. N | 
King. But Alcon, I ſuppoſe, knows, for certain, who 
and what he is to whom he gives his daughter. 
Aut. I know not that ; 'tis none of my concern, 
King. Then pray direct us thither. | 
Aut. Come here.—Look, you go along this foot- 
path, (for, if you tread in the graſs, you'll have a quar- 
ter-ſtaff over your pate) croſs the ſtile at the end of the 
meadow, then wind along the river's fide to where it 
tumbles and flounces down the rock, as white as filla- 
bub; then, turning to the left, mount up the riſing 
ground, leaving the wood a little to the right, till, 
coming to a ſpacious lawn cloſe nibbled by the ſheep, as 
it *twere-ſhorn, ſtraight on you may deſcry old Alcon's 
dwelling; though not a fine, the warmeſt hereabouts.— 
Some buſineſs calls me now another way, but in an 
our I'll be with you there. | 


Sings. 


Jog on, jog on the foot-path way, 
And merrily bend the /itle-a;; 

A merry heart goes all the day, - 
Your jad one tires in @ mile-a, (Exit. 


King. Report, Camillo, ſometimes ſpeaks the truth. 


To- day the maid is to be wed. To whom 


Is yet uncertain; but I think there's room 
For juſt ſuſpicion that it is my ſon. 

If ſo, th' unhappy object of his love, 
Though beautiful, though perfe& innocence, 


- Mutt fall a facrifice to public good. 


Who dares, like Semele, to meet a Jou 
Should juſtly periſh by ambitious love. [Exou. 
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SCENE, ALconw's Houſe. 


ThiScext diſcovers Alcox, FLontzEL, PERRDITA, the 
"Kine, CamiLLo, with Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, 


ALCON. 


ELCOME, kind neighbours, welcome, gentle 
ſt rangers. | 

This day we dedicate to mirth and feaſting. 

You're welcome all: I pray you lack for nothing. | 

„ [Florizel and Perdita tall together. 

King. Cou'dſt thou believe this, had not thine own 

| eyes . [Aide to Camillo. 

Borne uncorrupted witneſs of the truth? 

Alc. Fie, daughter! when my old wife liv'd, upon 


This day, ſhe was both pantler, butler, cook; 


Both dame and ſervant; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 


Wou'd ſing her ſong, and dance her turn: But you 


Retire, as if a feaſted gueſt, and ot 

The hoſteſs of the meeting. Pray you bid 
Theſe unknown friends to's welcome; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and preſent yourſelf 


That which you are, miſtreſs o' the feaſt. Come on, 


And bid us welcome to your ſheep-ſhearing, 
As your good flocks ſhall proſper. 
Perd, Sir's, you're welcome. 
Tt is my father's will I ſhould take on me 
The hoſteſsſhip o' th' day; you're welcome firs. 
Give me thoſe flowers, Dorcas, Reverend firs, 
1 „5 
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The winds of March with beauty; violets dim, 


To make you garlands of, and my ſweet friend 
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For you there's roſemary and rue; theſe keep 
Seeming and ſavour all the winter long; 
Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
And welcome to our ſhearing. 
King. Shepherdeſs, 
A fair one are you, well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 
Perd. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Nor yet on ſummer's death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, the faireſt flowers o' th' ſeaſon 
Are our carnations and ſtreaFd gilliflowers, 
Which ſome call nature's baſtards ; of that kind 
Our ruſtic garden's barren. —Here's for you 
Hot lavender, mints, ſavory, marjoram. 
The marygold that goes to bed with th' ſun, x 
And with him riſes weeping ; theſe are flowers 


Of middle ſummer, and, I think, they are given 


To men of middle age.—You're very welcome. 
Cam, I cou'd leave grazing, were I of your flock, 


And only live by gazing. 


Perd. Out, alas! | 


'You'd be ſo lean, that blaſts of Fanuary 


Wou'd blow you through and through. Now, faire{% 
| friend, | 

I wou'd I had ſome flowers o' th' ſpring, that might 
Become your time of day; and your's, and your's, 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 

Your maiden bluſhes. O Praſerpina, 

For the flow'rs now, that, frighted, thou let'ſt fall 
From Dis's waggon! Early daifodils, 

That come before the ſwallow dares, and take 


But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 

Or Ctherce's breath; pale primroſes, 

'T hat die unmarry'd ere they can behold 

Bright Phebus in his ſtrength ; gold ox{ips, and 
The crown imperial; lilies of all kinds, 

That in the valley grow. O theſe I lack 


To ſtrew him o'er and o'er. 
Flor. What, like a coarſe ? es 
B 2 | Perd. 
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Perd. No, like a bank for tove to lie and play on; 
Not like a coarſe; or if, — not to be buried 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers; 
Methink I play, as I have ſeen them do 
In Wh:tſund' paſtorals, — I'd make you welcome, 

But fear I weary you. | 

Flor. What cer you do, Et, 
Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, ſweet, 
I'd have you do ſo ever; when you ſing, 

I'd have you buy and ſell fo; ſo give alms and pray, 
In ſuch ſweet notes, and, ordering your affairs, 
To fing them to; or, when you dance, 
Like a ſmooth wave by gentleſt winds heav'd up, 
So move you to the mulick's dulcet breath, 
That I cou'd wiſh the motion were perpetual. 
Perd. O Doricles, your praiſes are too large ; 
J judge of them as meaſures of your love, 
Not ſtandards of my own worthineſs. 

King. This is the prettieſt low-born laſs, that ever 
Ran on the green ſwerd ; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herſelf, 

Too noble for this place. Had Flori xe! 
But thought of bedding without wedding her, 
I well cou'd like his liking. [Apart to Camillo. 

Cam. In good ſooth, | | 
She is the very poſy of all ſweets. 

Alc. Come, come, you'd have the paſtime to your- 

ſelves; . [te Flori zel and Perdita. 
But you'll find leiſure time enough hereafter ö 
For tales of love, — The paſtorals begin, 
And each one bear his burthen in the ſong. 


Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes enter and. ſing. 
CHORUS, 


Let us fing, and let us play, 
Celebrate this ſhearing day. 


SHEPHERDBESS: 
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SHEPHERDESS. 


Our ſeep timely ſharn, enriching the ſevain, 


As freſh as the morn, friſk over the plain. 


So the generous mind, that with bounty o'erflows, 
Feels the heart grow more light, for the good he beflows. 


Pax ſings. 
Shepherds hear the woice of Pan; 


Sd of ſwains, and rural peace 
1 firſt taught the race of man 
How to ſhear the woolly fleece + 
How your fhiv'ring limbs to fold, 
Proofs againſt the winter's cold. 


King. I pray, good ſhepherd, what fair ſwain is that, 
Whoſe happy hand is to thy daughter's link'd, 
Like turtles pair'd, that never mean to part? 

Alc. They call him Doricles. He boaſts himſelf 
To have a worthy breeding ; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe him. | 
He looks like ſooth. He ſays he loves my daughter; 
I think ſo too; for never gaz'd the moon 
On the calm ocean, as he'll ſtand and read 
As twere my daughter's eyes. — And to be plain, 
I. think there is not half a kiſs to chuſe, 
Which loves the other beſt. She e'en wou'd have him, 
So let them to't. Twere pity croſs ſuch love, 3 
And I've enough for both, for ſhe ſhall bring him 
Mare. than he dreams of yet.. 


Enter a Cloaun. 


Clown. O maſter! did you but hear the pedlar at the - 
door, you wou'd never dance again after à tabor and 
pipe; no, the bag-pipe cou'd not move you. He ſings 
tunes faſter than you can tell money. He utters them 


as he had eaten ballads. — Then he hath ribbands of 


all colours in the rainbow, I; cambrick, lawns, and 
| 3 | Sar 
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garters for the maids, and he ſings them over as they 
were gods and goddeſſes. You wou'd think a ſmock 
were a ſhe angel, he ſo chaunts to the ſleeve-band and 
the work upon the guſſet. 
King. Admit him, he's a merry fellow. | 
Alc, Ay, bring him; we're for all mirth to day. 


Enter AUuTOL1cus finging. 


Will you buy any tape, or lace for your cape, 
My dainty duck, my dear a? 
Any fili, any thread, any toys for your head, 
Of the neweſt and finefl fine ware—a ? 
Come to the pedlar, money's a maler, 
That uttereth all men's ware—a, 


Clowns, What haſt thou here? ballads ? 


Mop). I pray now buy tome. I love a ballad or a 


life in print, for then one is ſure they're true. 

Aut. Flere's one to a very doleful tune, how a uſurer's 
wife was brought to bed of twenty money-bags at a 
burthen ; and how ſhe long'd to eat adders heads and 
toads carbonado d. | | 

Mop/. But is it true, think you? 

Aut. True, upon my honour. Why do you think, 
tho'I carry a pack, I'd carry a pack of lies about? here's 


the midwife's hand to it, one Mrs. Taleporter, and ſix 


honeſt wives that were prefent. I myſelf ſaw five young 


adders creep out of her noſtrils and in again at her 


mouth. 
Dor. Bleſs me from marrying an uſurer ! __ 
Aut, Here's another ballad of a great huge fiſh, with 
eyes like full moons, and twenty rows of teeth as long 


as plowſhares, with a tail like a fiery dragon's, which . 
appear d upon the coaſt the 32d of April, new ſtile, 


breathing flames and brimſtone, and vomiting out pin- 
cuſhions and love letters. It ſung this very ballad a- 
gainſt hard-hearted maids. It was thought this beauti- 
ful monſter was a woman, and that ſhe was turn'd into 
an horrible thornback for having pierc'd ſo many young 
men's hearts in this world by turning her back upon 

| | | them, 


. 


N 
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them, and ſhe now continues a frightful kind of an old 


fiſh, call'd a maid. Come, buy it ; the ballad's a very 


pretty, pitiful ballad, and as true as the former. 

Dorc. Come, lay it by, and ſhew us another. 

Aut. Here's one that I'm ſure muſt pleaſe you. It is 
come from 1taly, a maſter-piece of humour, one of your, 
your, your hurly burlie's, for moſt people like it, be- 
cauſe they don't underſtand it; and the compoſition 1s 
no leſs elegant than the words. It has charm'd all the 
great folks in Bithynia ; the niceſt critics never turn'd up 
the noſe at it; tis in three parts, two women and a man. 

Mopſ. Pſha! this is an old one. We had it a month 
ago. There's ſcarce a maid weſtward, but ſhe ſings it. 

Aut. Can you ſing it? hs 

Dorc. Ay, we can both ſing it. 

Aut. Then if you two will bear your parts, we'll 
fng it for the diverſion of the company. 

Mopſ. Begin then. : 


Sings. 
I. 


Ant. Get you hence, for 1 muſt go, 
IW here it fits not you to know. "I 

Dorc. Whither ? | | 

Mopſ. O whither ? 

Dorc. Whither ? 

Aut. No, no; you muſt not know. 

Mopſ. It becomes thy oath full well, 25 
Thou to me thy ſecrets tell. | 

Dore. Me too, let me go thither. 

Aut. No, no; you ſhall not go. 


II. 


Mopſ. Or thou-goeft i th grange, or mill 
Dorc. If to > gfe 40 2 a ; 
Aut. Neither. 

Dorc. What, neither ? 

Aut. Neither, 


. Vo, 
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No, no ; you miſs your aim. 
Dorc. Thou hat ſworn my. love to be. 
Mopſ. Thou haſt fwworn it more to me; 
Then whither got? ſay whither ? 
Aut. T' a place I dare not name. 
| I Autolicus runs out. 


Enter Clown. 


Clown, O maſter, here's the rareſt news. There are 
without, I believe, a dozen goat-herds, neat-herds, 
ſhepherds, and all ſorts, in their holyday jackets, and 
every man his laſs in his hand ; they ſay they have a 
dance will pleaſe plentifully. There's one tight little 
fellow among them, that, I believe in my conſcience, 
leaps twelve foot and a half from the ground, and he ſo 
capers and ſpins you in the air, you'd ſwear he was a 
ſhuttlecock, and the floor a racket, which, when he- 

touches, ſends him up again. Then there*s the trim- 

eſt little black-ey'd wench, ſo briſk and ſo friſky, and 
ſhe doth wink it and ſplink it at the lad, that, od's my 
life, I cou'd have found in my heart to have kiſs'd the 
| | little jade, ſhe look'd fo. — They're all without, and 
| only wait for leave to be admitted. 


Alc. Away, we'll none of them; here has been too 
much homely foolery already. — | know, fir, we weary 
| ou. 
| l King. You weary thoſe that refreſh us. I love ſuch 
gambols much; pray let us ſee them. 

Clown. O Sir, theſe are none of your common dan- 
cers at fairs and 

Ale. Leave your prating ; ſince theſe good men are. 
pleaſed, let them come in. 


A Dance of S bepherds and $ bepberdeſſes, 


Cain. Is it not too far gone? *tis time to part them. 
King. No; I will try both him, and her, and all, 
To th' utmoſt proof, It will be time enough 
T' unmaſk ourſelves, when they begin the rites.—— 
I'll make the machine play.— How now, fair ſhepherd! 
Your heart is full of ſomething, that doth take * 
7 our 
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Your mind from feaſting. Sooth, when I was young 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load my ſhe with knacks ; I wou'd have ranſack d 
The pedlar's ſilken treaſury, and have pour'd it 
To her acceptance. You have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your laſs 
Interpretation ſhou'd abuſe, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty, you were ſtraited 
For a reply at leaſt, if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flor. Old fir, I know 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are; 
The gifts ſhe looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart, which J have giv'n already, 
But not deliver'd. O, hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient fir, who it ſhould ſeem | 
Hath ſome time lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand 
Soft as the down of Venus doves, and white 

As Etbiopi au's tooth, or the fann'd ſnow 

That's bolted by the northern blaſt twice o'er. 
Hing. How prettily; young ſwain, you ſeem to waſh 
The hand, was white before. — I've put you out; 
But to your proteſtation: let me hear 
What you profeſs. 

Flor. Do, and be witneſs to it. 

King. And this my neighbour too, 

Flor. And he, and more 
Than he, and men; the earth, the heav'ns, and al! 
The ruling planets, in their circling orbs; 
That were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch, 
J hereof moſt worthy ; were I the faireſt youth 


That ever made eye ſwerve ; had force and knowledge 


More than was ever man's, I wou'd not prize them 
Without her love; for her, employ them all, 
Commend them and condemn them to her ſervice, 
Or to their own perdition. | 

King. Fairly offer d, 
This ſhews a ſound affection. 

Alc. But, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him? 
Ferd. ] cannot ſpeak 


80 
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So well, nothing ſo well, no- nor mean better; 
By the pattern of my own thoughts, I cut out 
The purity of his. | 

Alc. Call in the prieſt. . 
We'll doubly crown this happy feſtival. 


Enter Prieft with AurolIcus officicu/ly attending hint. 


And, friends unknown, you ſhall bear witneſs to it. 

Obſerve the young man well, and note him ſo, 

That in what garb hereafter you-may ſee him, 

Still may you paint his features in your mind, 

And in remembrance bear his ſacred vows. | 

I give my daughter to him [hands her to the prieſt] and 
will make | 


Her portion equal his. 


Flor. O that muſt be | | 
P th' virtue of thy daughter; one being dead, 


TI fhall have more than you can guels at yet, 


Enough then for your wonder. 
Aut. [to the king.] Maſter Greybeard, hark you, a 
word with you; be ſure you remember to let us all 
have a kiſs at the bride. | 
King. O fear it not; when they are marry'd you ſhall 
kiſs the bride. | 
Flor. Come on; why do you now delay my bliſs * 
Moſt holy father, do-thine office now,. 
Before theſe witneſſes. | 
Prieft. My ſon, thine hand ; : 
And, daughter, thine. | 
King. Soft, fir, a while; beſeech you, 
Have you a father? | 
Flor. I have; but what of him? 
King. Knows he of this? 
Flor. He neither does nor ſhall, 
King, Methinks a father 
Is, at the nuptials of his ſon, a gueſt 
That beſt becomes the table Pray you once more, 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reaſonable affairs? Is he not ſtupid 3 
With age, and alt'ring rheums ? Can he ſpcak, hw. 
| now 
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Know man from man, diſpute his own eſtate? 
Lies he not bed-rid, and again plays oer 
The follies of his child-hood ? 
Flor. No, good fir: 
He hath his health, and ampler ſtrength, indeed, 
Than moſt have at his age. 
King. By my white beard, 
You offer him, if this be ſo, a wrong 
Something unfilial. Reaſon, my ſon, 
Shou'd chuſe himſelf a wife; but as good reaſon, 
The father (all whole joy is nothing elle 
But fair poſterity)-ſhou'd hold ſome counſel 
In ſuch a buſineſs. 
Flor. I yield all this; 
But, for ſome other reaſons, my grave ſir, 
Which *tis not fit you know, I not acquain 
My father of this buſineſs. 
King. Let him know it, 
Flor. He ſhall not. 
King. Pr'ythee let him. 
Flor. No, he muſt not. | 
King. Let him, my ſon ; he ſhall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. _ | 
Flor. Come, come, he muſt not. 
You interrupt us, fir ; no more of this, 
But mark our vows. 
| King. Mark your divorce, young fir, | 


[diſcovering himſelf. 


Whom ſon I bluſh to call; thou art too baſe 

To be acknowledg'd. Thou, a ſcepter's heir, 

That thus affect'ſt a ſheephook ! thou, old traitor, 

I'm forry that, by hanging thee, I can 

But ſhorten'thy life one week. And thou freſh piece 

-Of excellent witchcraft, who, of force, muſt know 

| The royal fool thou cop'ſt with— [Turning to Florizel, 
Perd. WilPt pleaſe you fir, be gone. 

J told you what would come of this! beſeech you 

Of your own ſtate take care. This dream of mine, 

Being now awake, I'll queen it no inch farther, 

But milk my ews, and weep, 


King» 


| 
| 
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King. By heav'n, he knows me, yet he bluſhes not. 
Ty TI bluſh to love! Shame light on . 
oes. 
I glory in't; for 'tis the next approach 
Of mortal ſouls to the divine perfection. 

King. I tax not love, but thy degenerate choice. 
Flor. Can you look there, and yet arraign my choice ? 
No; 'tis the will of keav'n ſhe ſhou'd be lov'd, 

And it were impious pride to contradict it. 


King. Hell! death and furies ! doſt thou ſtill perſiſt? 


Flor. Perſiſt to death. — My Peraita, my love, 
Let not affliction change that lovely cheek. | 
I've ſworn, and will be thine till death. 
King. And thou ſhalt keep thy vow. — Camillo, call 
Our guards, and lead this ſorc'reſs, and her fire, 
To inſtant death. 
Frlor. 1 charge you, fir, forbear. 
By heav'n, the firſt that touches her ſhall die. 
King. Reſiſtance is in vain. There waits without 
An armed force full fifty times your ſtrength. 
Aut. O blood ! I ſhall be hang'd too for the damn'd 
lies I told him of himſelf. | | 
King. For thee, fond boy, if I but ſee thee ſigh, 
We will cut off the hopes of thy ſucceſſion; 
Not hold thee of our blood. c 
Flor. From my ſucceſſion wipe me; I ſhall be 
Heir to her love, and reign within her hears. 
Cam. This, fir, is madneſs. | 
Flor. Call it what you will, 
To barter ſhew for happineſs is gain. 
Not for Bithynia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereout glean'd ; for all the fun ſees, or 
The cloſe earth wombs, or the profound ſeas hide 
In unknown fathoins, will I break my faith 
Plighted to this my fair, beloved bride. 
Perd. You have: | 
I cannot anſwer you with aught, but tears. 
Alc. Moſt gracious king, it thou'lt vouchſafe to heat 
A wretch, whom once you honour'd with your friend- 


ſhip, 
As did Camillo, hearken to Autigonus. [ Diſcovers himſelf. 


King. | | 
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King. Antigonus ! e 
Cam. How riſen from the dead ! 

King. 'Tis he indeed ! Reb 

If my own ſenſes vouch the wond'rous truth, 

"Twas ſaid thou wert devour'd by hungry wolves. 
Alc. So has it been for ſixteen years believ'd. | 
King. Whence then this myſt' ry? how cam'ſt thou 

1 | 
Ale. You may remember (for you bore a part 

Then in Sicilia, in our fad calamities) 5 

Leontes grow ing jealous of his queen, | 

Far gone with child, moſt barbarouſly doom'd 


To be expog'd, the infant ſhe ſhou'd bear. 


I undertook the cruel taſk, through mercy, 
Firſt vowing to myſelf to ſave the babe, 
And fly with it to ſome more peaceful ſhore. 
Entring the wood with this determination, 
I ſpy'd the carcaſs of a man, juſt newly 
Stain, and but half devour'd by a wolf. 
On this I put my cloaths, and near it firew'd 
The infant's little weeds all ſmear'd with blood. 
Which being found, and known, *twas thought by all 
'That we were both devoured by wild beaſts. 5 
Then flying with my little charge, I came to ſeek | 
An hoſpitable ſhelter in Bithynia —— © © | 
How well my ward in fixteen years hath grown, 
Turn there, and you may ſee. 
Flor. My Peraita | | 
Ale. My lord, I knew that Doricles was Florizel, 
Elſe ſhou'd he not _ e EY | 
Have leave to look upon her royal beauties. 
Take her, my lord. —In truth, ſhe is a treaſure 
More worth than all the riches of the eaſt: _ 
For ſhe'th been bred, unknowing of her ſtate, 
With virtues that may well adorn a throne ; 


And, in herſelf, ſo ſweet her diſpoſition, 


You wou'd think mercy, charity, and peace, 
Came down from heay'n, and lodg'd within her breaſt.-- 
My child, my child, thou'rt now my child no more; 
Yet don't forget, that once you call'd me father. 


C Perd. 
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Perd. Ne'er ſhalt thou meet leſs reverence and love 
| Than heretofore, but much more gratitude. 
Ling. Since thou haſt loſt one father, gentleft maid, 
'Tis fitting I provide thee with another. . 
Give me thy hand, my ſon; here take thy Perdita, 
And may the gods ſhow'r bleſſings on you both. 
Flor. I am all tranſport, extacy, and rapture : 
O let me fall, and kifs your royal feet. 
| 1 N -[Kneels to the irg. 
My lord! my father ! now I'm bleſs d indeed. | 
And you, my Perdita! my love! my princeſs ! 
It is too much] ſicken with delight. e 
Pera. That you are mine, I joy, howe er it be; 
But no leſs truly ſhou'd 1 joy, had yo 
_ FalPn to my ſtate, than that J riſe to yours. 
Cam. Now, to confirm thy joy, Antigonus, 
| Leontes, ſatisfy d his queen was virtuous, © 
For many years has mourn'd his infant loſt, 
Depriv'd of ev'ry child. And now thy Perdita 
Is only heireſs of Sicilia's crown. 
All. Joy, joy to Perdita and Florizel ! 
Aut. \heeling to Perdita.] O] my good lady princeſs, 
let the joy be univerſal; leave not a wrinkled brow, 
or cloudy face, 'in all the realm upon this happy day ; 
begin your reign with gracelefs acts of mercy ; intreat 
the good king, your worthy father-in-law, to forgive 
me all the damn'd lies I told him of himſelf. I own I 
have been a very great rogue, and deſerve hanging; 
but I will mend my life, and promiſe that I will not 
never do the like no more. Oh! oh! I«Cries. 
Perd. May I preſume to ſue for mercy for him ? 
Dung. He needs it not; he is a pleaſant knave, 
And ner offended us.—Be merry, firrah. _ 
Aut. Huzza! huzza! huzza ! Leaps about.] a re- 
prieve, a reprieve. But may it pleaſe your grace he, 
he, he !—l hope you don't forget your promiſe, he, he, 
he ! that when they were marry'd, I ſhou'd kiſs the bride. 
King. And ſo thou ſhalt ; I'll ſet thee an example. 
Te or | | [Afes her. 
Aut. [hiffes ber.] This is the firſt time I ever kiſs d a 
princeſs. [Snatches another kiſs.) And this ſhall TOY 
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: TY By Jupiter, I think I feel myſelf inſpired f 2 


if all your majeſties will give me leave, I'll ſing you a 


ſong I have made extrumpery upon the occaſion. 


Sings. 
J. 


Then let us all be blithe and gay 
pen this joyful, bridal day, 
That Florizel eas Perdita. 
| . 
And let each nymph and ſhepherd tell, 
No happy pair e er lov'd ſo well, 
As Perdita aud Florizel. 5 ve 92 
Sing high, ſing down, ſing ding dong bell, 
| k kExeunt Onmes, 
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Spoke by Mr. KING. 


0⁰⁰ felk behind, becauſe Tm a queer dog, 
Irfift that Ih d ſpeak the epilogue. 

I wou'd as lieve be hang'd, as ſpeak the nonſenſe 

Poets now write ;—1 wou'd, upon my conſcience. 


But, as a pedlar, I have brought my pack, 


To ſell you cheap, what each of you may lach. 


This little box is fill'd awith ſuch a ſtore, as 
Seems the reverſe directly of Pandora's. 
Firſt, to our authors, «who have lately writ, 
d recommend this 5 of eit; 
[Shewing a penny-book. 
And for our ſcholars, AP of” profound reading, 
1 have the laſt edition of good-breeding. 
For criticks, I have learning, tafie, and ſpirit, 
To judge exattly of an author's merit : 
For bucks, a catalogue of new coin d oaths 
Neer ſauorn before; and ſpelling-books for beaux. 
Here's honefly, of never-changing hue, 
Though old, yet little und, and god as new. 
Are there no lawyers here they'll ſurely buy it; 
And yet they d flarwe on ſuch a meagre diet. 
Doe native bluſhes, modefly, and virtue, 
Though ſcarce, yet cheap ; their price will newer hurt you, 
Theſe are deſign'd for chamber-maids and doxies; 
I don't ſuppoſe they're wanted in the boxes : 


For there tis known to cry bloom*ng belle, 


A little rogue can make her look as well. 

One ware, 1 hope, will all jour fancies hit, . 
Whether in boxes, galleries, or pit, 5 
Come, buy theſe tickets for K1NG's benefit. 


